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SHIL as Christmas-fide comes round,
ey remember it again —

Echo sl the foytinl sound
Peaee on earth, good-wsill to men!”

Yot the hearts must childlike be

M here such heavenly quests abide;
Unto children, i their glee,

Al the year is Christmas-tide !

Ths, forgetting trickes and play
For a moment, lady dear:

Me woonld uoish you, if we may,
Merry Christmas, glad New Year!

Christmas 1867

INTRODUCTION

All in the golden affernoon.
Full Jeisnrely noe glide;

For both our oars, with Little skill,
By litfle arms are plied,

Wkile little hand's make vain prefence
Our wanderings fo guide.

Ab, cruel Thiree! In sueh anhour
Beneath such dreamy weather;

o beq a tale of breath oo mweak
o stir the tiniest feather!

Vet what can one poor woice avail
Aqainst three fongques together ?

Imperions Prima Flashes forth
Her ediet To beqgin noith:




